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George. Seeing Ms friend so smart, David
naturally asked what he was going to do.
Williams told him. David's eyes flashed; his
voice rang out. He argued; he persuaded;
he urged. Not that! Not that! Mis winged
words went home. In a few moments William
Williams, aged fourteen, felt thoroughly ashamed
of himself, His best cloth.es and his clean collar
became garments of shame. He was willing to
follow David anywhere.
The two boys managed to get out Into the
school-yard; and there, in the twinkling of an
eye, they were over the wall They hid behind
the hedge. In a few moments out came the
schoolmaster, hurried and eager; he could see
no one in sight. He blew Ms whistle once,
twice, and yet again. There was no reply. Time
pressed. The Bishop could not be kept waiting.
There was nothing for it but to go back and fetch
the others.
So David and William Williams stood and
watched while the little procession of children,
with their nicely washed faces, walked across
the school-yard to the church.
Then, when all had passed by, out came the
two rebels. Without a pause they jumped over
the wall, leapt into the road, and made for
Richard Lloyd's workshop. Instantly, when he
had heard their story, the bootmaker dropped
his last and patted the boys on the back.
" Well done, my boys ! " he cried: " well
done! "
I will suggest to any Anglican reader that he
should, for the moment, try to look at the situa-